IO                        ENTERTAINING GANDHI
On the last evening of my stay at the Ashram
we were assembled as usual for our prayers on
the sandy ground by the' banks of the river. I
understood none of the words chanted, neither the
Sanskrit'scriptures nor their accompanying trans-
lation and exposition in Gujerati, but the Spirit
Depends on BO language, and natural beauty still
unmarred by man* educes peace. This time,* how--
ever, we were to* have one of the Christian hymns
printed in English at the end of the Ashram prayer
book. It was Mr. Gandhi's favourite; the only two
Christians present were asked to sing it. Among
Hindus self-consciousness is not the bane that we
find it in *our adolescent race, so we banished it,
forgot our unmusical voices and thought only of the
universal interpretation of Isaac Watts' poem as we
sang together:
ts When I survey the wondrous cross
Where the young Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride,"
We said our good-byes, knowing that a link had
been forged between the Ashram in the East and
the one in the West that nothing could ever break.